A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
arrives when, for some cause or other, the wire is
looked for, under more advantageous conditions,
and is found 'absent without leave!5
Three months later, when the Germans retired
to the Hindenburg line, we were holding the 'much
wired front of the division on the right9. It became
our duty not only to pursue, but to report back the
first signs of enemy withdrawal. My staff did so in
these words: 'The enemy has made an orderly and
systematic withdrawal along the whole of our front.
Evidently he is short of wire as he has pulled up all
in front of his own line, and ours, and taken it
away!1 We had lost many things in the mud and
mire, but our sense of humour was never lacking.
At last the sun begins to shine. Spring peeps
through the mist which rises from that which is
now probably the best known river in the world -
the Somme. The river runs through my front: on
the right are the French. I shoot quantities of duck
in the marshes for the mess and company cooks to
deal with, and take some over to the French general.
He is delighted. I ask a favour. I want to seize a
small hill on my right front which is giving me
trouble. The Bodies snipe from there at long
range, and observe their artillery fire oil to our line
with ease. It is only a mound and isolated. 'Will
you help me, by co-operating on your front?' I ask.
'Useless,' he replies, throwing up his hands; 'they